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came down with slow regular strokes. He looked
at Agnete and saw that she had not moved ; she was
sitting in the same position, her face lifted, the sun-
light shining into her faded eyes. It filled him with
compassion to see her thus, as though she were
unmoved, whereas he knew how much it grieved
her. He sent the boy away, he sat down beside her,
saying : c You mustn't think that it doesn't grieve
me. I have adopted him as my own son, and it is
hard to see his faults growing worse instead of
improving. Sin is born in us, never have I realised
that so well as now that I see it in a young child.
Call it what you like, fibbing or lying, it's the begin-
ning of sin.' Agnete did not turn her face towards
him, she asked : c How does a child come by it ?
It's not taught to him here. How does sin get into
a person ? '
Shrugging his shoulders and saying : * Who can
tell ? ' he stood up. He looked at her again, he saw
that she was still staring in front of her and he
realised that this immobility signified a deeper grief
than sighs and tears. c You ought to go out a
bit,' he said, c it would do you good to have an
airing these fine evenings.' She only shook her
head.
At first Werendonk didn't notice that he hesitated
when he had to inflict a punishment. First he
looked at his sister to see if she had heard anything.
Then, with the object of sparing her, he would take